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You bed down in a sty, 
squeeze out your mind 

like a rag, catch water 
(usually greasy) in tins, 

mix them up (murkiness 

is not undesired), add an 
edge of cyanide (or gin), 

yet you know all the time 
none of this will do much 
good, or anything at all, 
most of it is destined as 
bricks in no wall, thus 

does the blood spill, but 
when you heal, how you 
grab the sun & moon places 
you where chemicals beg 
your brain for admittance— 


#1208 


“For once, to enter a clean situation— 
This is the dream— 

For once, for a woman not to be 
crazy, or a freak, or married — 

To not feel that I am transgressing 
by taking her to bed— 

To feel (God help me) wholesome 
in the act of love— 

This is the dream— 

Why it has been denied to me, 

I have no idea— 

Why I keep transgressing, 

1 have no idea—" 


The lone border of the lake sighed, again— 


#1228 


#1233 


Endure one-hundred years of silence, until 
some ambitious scholar discovers your books 
hiding under a rose-bush, publishes a long thesis 


that gets every-one's attention— suddenly 
sentimental girls come to leave candy hearts 
at your grave, where your body is— no one 


cares to remember how it felt to die as you, 
humbugging, by heart, the munchkin human 
race, yet bending over backwards to 


please them, who you so got in the way of 
that they initiated whole phony epochs 
just to remember that you didn’t exist— 


#1289 


“Take the bait, you little brat, 

or I might be forced to eat 

shit and try to fuck you again, thus 
impress you as my obsession, 

become a priceless possession 

you can’t forget about, now that I am, 
again, yours, & that's that— take it!” 


Out stare the eyes of your mouth, 
as you out-Jesus my parts, but from 
a side of heaven under-mentioned 
in your Bible of half-meant jests, 

& I watch you get a cross— 


#1329 


There it was— 

her on the floor, 
minutes tick, I 

guess tricks, moves, 
already sexed— 
already vexed, 

she leaves, Pm 

stuck in “thete 

it was” mode meaning 
nothing at all— 


#1496 


Night an eight-inch blade, 
mote armor to be made, 
silver as full moon’s ache, 
nerves mustn’t hurt, shake, 
extra times a loveť s shade— 


if Pm re-sprung to get laid, 

after all debts ľve repaid, 

1 can keep my parts awake, 
master Hell for Heaven’s sake, 
just as dew drops on the glade— 


#516 


This lowly wise slug, stuck 

to woody surfaces, rocky 
bottoms, is yours: vacuum- 
space, death to suck. But 

lucky dips come in with such 
brave vehemence (yellow 

light, stop, before red) that 

as we park near the woods 

I hear an axe chop off your 
reticence. This, however dense, 
is how a man begets expanse— 
what’s Eve, what’s ribbed, what’s chance— 


10 


#1652 


You could ask, is love just 

one level among levels, and 

1 would say this: you put me 

on a level whete the streams 
that cross between us are all 

1 have, and 1 accept, Julia. 

And when 1 tell you, bent 

back like something stiff as 

it becomes malleable (branches, 
flowers) that I adore you, I mean 
to say that I use your name here, 
use an “I” that is an I, and its 
naive, it is, but also OK, fits. 


11 


#515 


from whatever angle, our 
dream together is 

a purple-colored room, 
me on top of you, 

ships knocking up harbors, 
all become a mind's 
picture; possible realms 
encompassed & come— 
no Pallas Athena ever 
grew purer— 

drunk, purple warmth, 


sleep shipped off— 


12 


#1315 


Animals are what they are, 
spirits that we knew when 
incarnated are heavy 
around us, all these levels 
she has taught me from 
the other side, while I see her 
picture online 
and she looks back, eyes 
acknowledging, piercing, absorbing, 
passions passed on, scorched black, back — 


13 


#1344 


That there should be bodies 

strewn across every road is an 

axiom only applying to roads 

worth crossing— I shift in my 
checkered flannel, as lumps of 

hair, flesh, piss, feces, semen & 

blood pile like moss & fern under 

me. That this should be me over 
others who gets to cross this road 

is a mystery I leave to the sided crosses. 


14 


#1118 


1 hang by a fucking thread— 
webs I spin can’t hold me— 
webs, of some use later on 

by which time 11] be dead 

by which time 11] be happy— 


(who needs a poet maudit?) 


15 


#1312 


1 tell all the bullshit 
artists, “do what you 
want,” because that’s 
what they can’t do; I 
sit in a haunted room 
punching out lines to 
create bright darkness, 
it always occurs to me 
cleanliness of mind is 
hard to come by, & if 
you don’t have it, it 
could be better to be 
dead, dropped in ice— 


16 


#1323 


As dawn breaks out in 
a world of darkness, I 


take risks to get you, I 
put you on to games of 


this kind, all this means 
is that this is strong tea, 


be careful, it could go to 
your head, it congeals in 


citcles, word after word, 
place it where it belongs, 


where gushes of wandering 
water always go, home— 


17 


A poet’s spirit is 

seldom blithe. I see 

briars perched, as you 

did, always to get stuck 

in, & always to make us 

red leaves. Jagged pieces 

of colored glass are us, 

too, ourselves, as we skylark— 


#530 


18 


Eyes of women who paint 
grow bulbous with desire 
when they light upon things 
that strike them in profile; 
they want them restyled 

in color, to encompass their 
contours, stroke slowly into 
them, watch, watch, watch, 


until the seen things settle into 
their grasp like marble gods, 

not recondite, represented finally, 
finished off by fingers, put 

into organically organized places, 
perspectives rhythmic around— 


#1177 
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